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Alas ! the ever treacherous Bukka pounced Sudden on his own ranks ; the king was slain ; His ghastly head upon a pole was shown, And helpless and forlorn the Hindus stood ; But, ere perfidious Bukka could run with The Moslem foes, to capture him alive, A faithful soldier Timma called, gave him His Chandra's javlin, in his steady grip To hold, then boldly ran his body through And instantly fell lifeless to the ground. A faithful few the body bore, and laid Before the orphaned and the widowed maid Their  precious  charge, and  soon  the pyre was
raised. Then, near the flames that brightened her bright
face,
Her uncle and her people shedding tears, Her noble husband lying cold and still, The story of her father's cruel death Still ringing in her ears, she took farewell. " Dear uncle and my faithful men ! grieve not: I see a cloud, now looming yonder there, No bigger than the hand of man, that shall Expand and rain and water to purge all